a^	you can't be too careful
all that had happened to her, but he knew what he was up
to. *' We are going to run a private hotel down in Cornwall
for the Duke and his sort," he said, " and fine times we're
going to have there," and so she acquired that houseful of
large furniture of which the remnant still clung to her,
Except the pictures. She got rid of all that stuff.  Fine times
they had for a bit, and then he turned against her.   There
was a great Fin de Sitele scandal in London and he seemed
to change.   He said one day that she was getting too fat
for endurance and that a cow could make love better than she
did. " I do my best," she said.  " If only you'd tell me what
you want me to do. . . ."
Then suddenly the Fin de Si&de world fled abroad in a
great flutter like starlings.   " You run this place, my dear,
until things blow over and I come back, and put by all the
money for me," he said, and he left her, still marvelling but
bankrupt, in a great shady hotel that had figured in the
case so conspicuously that nobody now would come near it.
She extricated herself as well as she could, and came to
London ;  the works of art she sold to furtive dealers and
private collectors ; and, having always had a subdued crav-
ing for conventional standards and a virtuous life, she joined
the congregation of the smaller Baptist Church up Gamden
Hill, the Particular Baptist Church, the one with the blue
doorway. She disliked smoking and detested alcohol, and the
Baptist atmosphere suited her admirably.   She tried to thin
herself by avoiding almost every sort of food except cakes and
buttered toast at tea-time, and little snacks in between
meals. Yet every day she grew larger of body and shorter of
breath, and her look of faint perplexity increased.   As you
may understand, she felt a great need to talk to someone
about the fantastic whirl of improper revelations amidst
which she had been -spinning all her life.    And you will
realise what a godsend she was to Mr* Twler, and what a
godsend Mrs Tewler was to her.
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Yet if only she had not had that trick of letting her voice
de out with her lips still active but inaudible, and staring
you with those innocent, earnest, inquiring blue eyes of

